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DEDICATION. 


FG HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 3 
GEORGE PRINCE OF WALES: 


RovyarL SIR, 


I addreſſing your Royal Highneſs from 


the gloomy walls of a priſon, permit me 


to hope I have two apologies, your high 


rank, and the benevolence of a ſoul replete 


with every virtue that can adorn the liberal 
mind; to thoſe I appeal for an unpermitted 
| liberty I have dared to take, in dedicating the 


following pages to your Royal Patronage. 
A mind wounded by diſappointment, and 
harraſſed by ſcenes of ſorrow almoſt incre- 


dible, can claim but little merit in the pro- 
ductions of its pen, but it may hope for a 


favourable review, as being actuated by the 


feelings of ns + a paſſion that burns 
2 with 


— 


iv DEDICATION. 


with ſo pure a flame, through all the race 


of the illuſtrious Houſe of Brunſwick, that 


needs no comment. Your power, Royal Sir, 


will not fail being exerted, nor your pity 
want its uſual philanthrophy, when you are 


told that thouſands of unhappy ſubjects of 
your Royal Houſe, lie drooping to a miſer- 
able end by the power of individuals, who, 
from+a thirſt of greater profit in the ad- 


vanced price, credit a man whoſe only 
fault is wiſhing. to improve à deſperate for- 
tune, the fatal conſequences of inſolvency. 

The high ſeat you hold, the generous ſigh 
you will ſend for ſuch ſorrows, will er 


for the intruſion of, Sir, 


Vour Royal Highneſss 
me 16 Moſt obedient, and moſt Loyal, 
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lad regions of a living grave, was a ſuf- 


*. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 
TAI little production the Authoreſs 


wiſhed to have appeare much earlier, 
had not the money deſigned for the purpoſe 
been ungenerouſly withheld by a Mr. D 
W——, to whoſe hands it was intruſted, 
who taking the advantage of the ſame 
helpleſs and confined ſtate of which his 
Father is yet a ſharer, cruelly betrayed 
the confidence repoſed in him: various 
were her applications to ſeveral printers 
for the immediate publication, but in vain; 
the found that a condemnation to the 


ficient apology for a refuſal. Happily ſhe 
has obtained one in the preſent, nor will 
(ſhe hopes) her gratitude be wanting. to 
expreſs a ſenſe of the obligation, and though 
wrote 'in the ſtyle was never intended for 
the ſtage, but humbly meant to raiſe be 
feelings of an illuſtrious ſenate in our favour, 
and enervate the uplifted arm of mean re- + 
venge, wiſhing to cruſh the happileſs inn 
Iolvent. | 1 | 8 
Wrote amid the horrors of a priſon, the 
leaſt of which has not been the laſt expe- 
rienced by the unhappy writer, during a 
long and oppreſſive perſecution, it is 
hoped the candid reader will permit the 
riſing ſigh for forrows he may never know, _ 
and ſuppreſs the ſeverity of a critic's pen, nor 
daſh its uncorrected errors by a condem? 
nation of its faults, ROME. 
43 5 
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N a moment when barbarians liſten with horror 
to the miſeries of a Baſtile, and every generous 
Briton's boſom burns with indignation, at the ſuf- 
ferings of a few unfortunates, who, wanting power 
or ſervility to ſooth the vanity of ſome dignified 
character, feel the full force of an unmerited re- 
ſentment in perpetual confinement ; here debarred 
the light of day, and the ſweet converſe of a faith- 
ful wifeor beloved infants, they groan out a wretched 
exiſtence with this only hope, their perſecutors may 
one day relent, and dare ſeize that life already of 
too long a date. | Er 
But while we exult with a noble, with a britiſh 
joy, at the deſtruction of that vile fabriẽ, and look 
with pleaſing aſtoniſhment on the firm baſis of 
liberty, rear'd by men whom long tyranny and op- 
preſſion had hardly left a recollection of the word 
and its expanded meaning, a place in their long- 
fettered minds; = = = = = = = = = = 
let us, my friends, and fellow countrymen, you 
whoſe glorious anceſtors have made Old Rome 
tremble at their hardy proweſs, and whoſe love of 
the dear bought bleſſing, has been carefully in- 
* culcated in your early minds, whoſe infant lips have 
ſucked the love of liberty, and been lulled to 
ſleep with praiſes of your great forefathers valour : 
| . 4 . 


ner e 


Nor have yourſelves been tardy in enduring the 
winter's cold and ſummer's. heat, to make this 
happy ſpot the ſeat of the lovely goddeſs. 


This fea ſurrounded iſle fair freedom's ſpot, 
Our great forefather's gift a Briton's lot; 
Let not her wreath from us be baſely thrown, 
To ſeek a ſhelter in the torrid zone; 

The bondag'd ſons of Africa to free, 

And leave in bonds the ſons of liberty. 


For this you have croſſed the moſt dangerous 
ſeas, and braved the utmoſt bounds of a then unex- 
plored continent. Alas! for what? to fall a ſacrifice 


to ſome unworthy mind, whoſe utmoſt knowledge 


2 


reaches to cent per cent, and whoſe contracted ideas 
only inform him he can throw that body in a 
loathſome priſon, which has been too often covered 


over with wounds for his ſafety, only becauſe a help- 
leſs wife and little infants had eat his bitter bread in 


their dear protector's abſence, '_ . | | 
Inſtantly on his landing on his long loved re- 
gretted ſhore, and before the ſurf had well waſhed 
his feet from hoſtile ſands, or his anxious eyes 
beheld his lovely charge, the ſons of lawful rapine 
ſeize and drag him to a County Gaol ; here the 
lovely partner of his ſorrow is refuſed the poor 


© privilege of weeping out the hour of miſery apart, 


the eye of a keeper, watches and meaſures the 
moments of indulgence; no tears, no ſupplications 
can prevail: ſhe muſt retire with this ſad reflection. 
She, however innocent, is the cauſe of his captivity. 


Here the child of ſorrow may ſigh whole years, 
pining under a variety of woe, too proud to ajk 
relief from unfeeling opulence, and too tecble to 


obtain it, he Jinks under the. hard hand of op- 
| , Om Ty" — 


* 


P;KEP.xAcCE 


preſſion, leaving the dear partner of his once 
happier days, and the ſweet pledges of connubial 
love, to weep her hour of miſery over her fatherleſs 
babes, made ſo by the cruel police of a country, 
whoſe grand bulwark is trade and commerce. 

Oh! my countrymen, let us unite in Feen 
that great, that auguſt aſſembly, where wiſdom anc 
virtue take their ſeat, in whoſe generous boſoms 
not only commiſeration for their unfortunate coun- 
trymen take place, but the ſlave-born African 
have met a benevolent interpoſition. 

They will look on the diſtreſs of numbers wan- 
dcring on foreign ſhores, or dying in the receſs 
of a gloomy priſon withawypity. _ > 4" 

Alas! where 1s the utility of inhumation, de- 
priving ſociety of its uſeful members, and filling 
our miſerable receptuals of wretched penury, with 
the wives and children of the unhappy inſolvent. 
Far better were the ancient laws of Marylin 
which doomed a debtor to a certain number o 
years ſervitude till by that mode he was returned to 
life and liberty: here the unhappy man had hope 
for his ſupport: each night he laid down on his 
ftraw bed, his ſleep was found as it leſſened a day 
of his affliction ; the morning brought hin labour, 
food, and raiment: thus he lived free from the 
terrors of famine, indulging the pleaſing idea he 
Vas not totally uſeleſs to ſociety, or the fond one, 
that each ſun that gilt the ſurrounding mountains 
leſſened a day of probation from his much loved 
tamily. i | | = 

Far leſs are the comſorts that attend us, and 
far greater our thoughts. Here the affectionate 
huſband ſighs the abſence of a faithful wife, and 
vents his fruitleſs curſes on the unoffending walls, 
which doom him during a ftern plantiff's cruel 
pleaſure, to the ſeparation from her whom divine 


a. law 


- 


x RRE 

law ſays, „No man ſhall put aſunder.”” The 
tender father ſees his helpleſs innocents lift their 
little hands in vain for his protection, his hands 
are fettered, and the big drop bedews his manly 
cheek, at the ſad recollection he is incapable to 
aſſiſt the babes of his heart. | 

The widowed mother weeps over her fatherleſs in- 
fants diſtreſs, and claſps the tender pledges of her love 
in an agony of bliſs: through the fad optics of 
her gliſtening eye, ſhe views their dear regretted 
father's image. Alas! no longer does the lovely 
image ſooth her grief-ftruck boſom : ſhe ſees them, 
but as the tender ſhoots of a withered plant: no - 
branch, no leaf for ſheſter to their infant buds, 
but left expoſed to the rude blaſts of alluring de- 
ſtruction. Wy 

Our youth, the flower of Britain, either ſeek pro- 
tection in foreign bands, and unwilling turn their 
lifted ſabre againſt their country, or lie enerveted 
in the loathſome Caverns of a Gaol : here want and 
ſorrow ſits pining on their damaſk cheek, or the 
wild fallies of a fertile fancy lead them to a diſſipa- 
tion they never thought of. Here they ſhake the 
rattling dice box, to drown the ſurrounding groan 
of wretchedneſs, or toſs the flying ball to ſuppreſs 
the heaving ſigh: thus the amuſement they at firſt 
conſidered as an innocent relaxation from corroding 
forrow, becomes habitual, and if ever releaſed from 
this manſion of miſery, they are only fit to return; or 
finding their vices ſhunned by all thinking men, 
they ſtop at nothing to drown reflection, and in 
the zenith of their days are made a ſad example to 
a numerous ſet of unteeling gazers. 15 

1 am led into theſe reflections by a cataſtrophe 

which but too recently happened within theſe walls, 
the firſt reputed Priſons in Europe, and is but too 


© Faintly deſcribed, though happening in one or 


other 
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other of our Gaols daily; here, the cruel Plantiff 
ſmiles at death in all its horrors, and thinks it 
hardly a diſcharge for monies lent on exorbitant 
intereſt, or goods purchaſed at a ſhameful price, 
though known at the ſame moment they are ſo 
bought : they are ſeldom unfolded till expoſed to 
fale at ſome midnight auction, of which this town 
is too replete, and often does the creditor buy back 
his own goods at a cent leſs : again he truſts, and 
again he purchaſes: How can ſuch a man, who 
literally never was a loſer, (rather a gainer) throw 
a fellow-creature into a helpleſs priſon ? 
Oh! Britain, ſeek into the impoſitions, and you 
will pity and relieve the diſtreſſes of a people 
more miſled than guilty, reſtore to them the firſt and 
_ greateſt human bleſſings, /iberty. Thouſands of 
unhappy vagrants (for.ſuch inhuman police terms 


us) and permit them once more by an induſtrious 


attention to their various employments, ſpeak that 
gratitude to the worthy legiſlative body they have 
no other way to expreſs. 


Should this meet with a favourable reception 


from an impartial public, or raiſe one voice in the 
fi ſt lenate in the world, the Authoreſs is well 
repaid for all the tears her own and others woes, 


have coſt her for five years of melancholy captivity. 
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night our Authoreſs with tearful eye, 
Attempts the powers of her pen to try: 
Diffident and fearful, ſee her trembling ſtand, 

A captive ftranger in her native land, ; 

While dy her widow'd fide two Orphans wait, 

Who might have well deſerv'd a better fate; 

Like Heartly, ſhe's experienc'd many a grief, 
Like Heartly, ſhe has met but ſmall relief: 
A ſacrifice to mony-lenders baſe, 

'T hoſe peſts, to human nature a diſgrace, 

And you who make the Britifh circle ſhine, [To che Boxes.) 
Whoſe generous pity reach beyond the line | 
Whoſe — boſoms with each virtue glow, 
Whoſe eyes drop pearls for Afric's hondag'd woe ; 
Tes whoſe ſweet lips ſo well can plead the cauſe 
Of foreign ſlaves purchas'd by foreign laws: | 
Draw home your pity to N native ſhore, 
For this one night domeſtic ills deplore : 
Worſe than the African view a brother's fate, 
Forlorn and weeping through a priſon grate, 
Condemn'd in wretched penury to lie 

His mighty crime unſeen inſolvency ; 

Oh! where's the merchant, who this crime can ſhun ? 
Whoſe veſlel ſcuds before a clouded ſun, 

While laſh'd unto her helm the Pilot ſtand, 
And on her lee-beams lies a dreadful ſtrand 
The veſſel breaks, lives, property is gone, 

And he the poor inſolvent weeps alone : 

A fate che induſtrious Farmer too may moan; 
If cattle die, or blighted lay his corn, of 
Fire, the Tradesman's ruin and his bane, 
In one night robs him of whole years of gain; 
If ſome ſtern Creditor then make demand, 

Worſe than the African in a Chriſtian land, 

He's doom'd to waſte his early day of lite, 

Depriv'd the pleaſing converſe of a wife, 
A tender offspring miles no more to ſee, 

Nor hear their infant prattle at his knee, 

Cold bed of ſtraw, and Priſon is his lot, 

By father, friends, and all the world forgot; 

Oh! would our ſenate but ſome pity ſhow, 

And freedom with the African beſtow, 

What grateful prayers to heaven's high arch would raiſc, 
And Britiſh worth receive a Britain's praiſe. 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 
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Captain Heartly, a Priſoner to Teaſewell, 


Humanicus, Head Keeper of the Priſon, 
Trueman, Priſoner to Benevolus, and Servant 
to Hearth, 


Benevolus, Plaintiff to Trueman, 


Teaſewell, Plaintiff to Heartly, 


| Surly, under Turnkey, 
_ Charles, Heartly's Son, 


WOMEN. 


Amelia, Wife to Heartly, : 
Eliza, Amelia ts Friend, 5 . 


Harriot, Daughter to Heartly. 


Debtors, Felons, &c. &c. 
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ACT. I. Sezxr, The Street. 


Enter Amelia, with Charles and Harriot. Amelia 
knocks at the Gates of a Priſon. | 


SURLY RT, W HO's 3 


AuELIA. A friend. | 
SURLY. A friend, why ſo the il calls many | 


a knave; but if a man is not his own friend it's 
but little he can hope from ſuch fine gentry: But 
miſtreſs, what's your will? 

AMELIA. I'd ſpeak to Captain Heartly, who 
I learn, is a priſoner here. 

SURLY. Yes, yes, we have him fafe enough, 
but you can't ſee him. 

AMELIA, Why not? I am his wife. 

SURLY-s 


6, THE CAPTIVE. 


SurLy. The very reaſon why you muſt not 
ſee him, I've more pity for the man in his laſt 
moments, than ſee him tormented with a noiſy 

wife and bawling brats. 

Amziia. My huſband dying! and I refuſed to 
ſee him; for pity's ſake! for theſe dear infant's 
fake! admit me for a moment. 4 

CuakxLESs. Good Jailor, give us leave to ſee 5 
_ our Father. | 
SurLY. Jailor——T ſay Jailor, I-—— 

AMELIa Pardon him, he meant not an offence. 
1 have no money, but accept this ring, it's the 
dear pledge of our connubial loves. 

 Svatzy, Well, Miſtreſs you may ſee him, but 
can't ſtay long. | 

 AmzL1a. Bleſt permiſſion! [Exit with Surly. 


Scans, inſide of a Priſen, a number of debtors and felons 
walking in the yard, the latter iron d. Amelia en- 
ters with the Children and Surly. As le croſſes the 

hard, one of the felons pick mas] 8 Pocket of "i 
handkerchief, and wal ts *. 


AMELIA. Where's my Lanz „„ 
Sunrr. * os VID... Fw. 


Scexr, 


i 
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Servr changes to 4 long miſerable Apartment. — diſa 
covers Heartly en a ſtrau Pallet, ſupported by 


Trueman. Amelia, enters and looking wildly round. 
fees a groope of captives, who retire. 


AurTIA. Where is my Heartly ! ſhall I never 
lee him? po Tn 

HeaRTLY. (attempting to riſe) What angel voice 
calls Heartly? My Amelia! Why have you left 
# father's arms fot this ſad ſcene of woe? 


1550 [ ſinks down; 
Avizlia, Heartly 


Art thou my Heartly! 
on whoſe face I've gazed whole days—alas! how 
chang'd.—Oh! my dear huſband, why was I not 
appriſed of this before? for though I could not 


relieve by ſharing, 1 might have lefſen'd half your 


grief. 


rob you of that protection your angty father hag 
refuſed to me, when all he aſked to own again his 
daughter was ſuch a ſacrifice? Heaven knows 
with what reluctance I parted with you! my heart 
I thought could bear no greater woe; but what 
I ſuffer now, convinces me the human frame can 
beat a large increaſe: what I have met was 
What I leaſt expected; but may the all-ruling 
Power, the great Diſpoſer of events, forgive my 


cruel plaintiff, and prote& my dear wite and 


Childr en. 


B | .. _- Son 


HearTLy., My beſt Amelia! why ſhould 1 
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SURLY. Come, Madam, you muſt ſtay no lon- 
ger; I have buſineſs, and will not leave you. 


TzveMan. A few moments pray allow; it's | 
the laſt, I fear, my dear Miſtreſs will ever have 


with my moſt honoured maſter. 

SuRLy. I tell you, Trueman, I will not eh 
my time is more precious than liſtening to idie 
complaints, and fooliſh womens tears. [ During this 
ſpeech; Amelia and . embrace the C hildren, a 


wee. 


TRUEMAN. Surly, can you behold thoſe pitiable | 
| objects, and not give a moment's indulgence; a 
little moment leave them—a * of woe is all 
they aſk? 35 3 

-SuRLY, I will not ſo Miſtreſs come 2 

TauzMax. I pri'thee let 15e plead? had 
once ſeen that man as I have, wading ouch » 
field. of blood to ſave his ſcattered troops; ſeen 
him with his unſtaunched wounds, ſupport a dy- 
ing ſoldier in his arms, or laying his deathlike 
ſword with ſlaughter round him, forcing a paſſage 
through whole ranks of foes, you would not now 


withhold a little mercy. 
SuRLY. Mercy !——T know not its mighty 


meaning he s here a priſoner, what's his courage 
to me? let him aſk mercy from his country; if 
he has done all theſe great things, why let it pro- 
tet him: he don't ſeem any the fatter for his 
© honour now. _ 

HeartLy. Amelia, we muſt dan 7 no tears, 
| ho ſupplications, will prevail over that hardened 
brute. 


4 


AMA. 
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Amitiia. A little while a moment 
SukLy. [pulling Amelia] Come, 1 Wile 


ſignifies this whining. 


AMELIA. Heartly—Heartly—ſaye me from 
| I Faints. 


Enter Humanicus h Eliza. 


Humanicus. Here, Madam, is the gentleman 
you want. What means this violence? | zo Surly. 
CrarLEs. Oh, Sir! protect my mother from 
this cruel man! he wants to tear us from our dear 
father. —Mother, look up, heaven ſends a friend, 
for in his face good nature reigns. 

Human. Begone, unfeeling wretch! is not the 
ſufferings of a priſon enough, but you muſt add to 
them unmerited acts of cruelty. 

SurLy. Why what have I 
Human. Begone'! [Exit Surly. 
[To Amelia] Madam, look up, here S a friend 1 


hope will bring you comfort. | 
ELtza. Would to heaven, I am not too late, and 


for your kindneſs accept my thanks. [Offers a purſe. 
Human. I thank you, Madam, but my falary 
is enough for my real wants, and for extra one's, 
God forbid I ſhould prey on diſtreſs. 
ELIzA. Thou generous man! 


Amelia, I lit- 


_ tle thought to meet you here; learning Captain 
Heartly's misfortunes, I flew to alter what little 


ſervice my powers could command. 


[ wb pers to Humanicus, who retires. 
"2 |  TRuz- | 
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TRUEMAN. (Kneeling by Amelia) Riſe, Madam, 
your huſband lives, and all may yet be well. 
AMELIA. As to the voice of heaven could I 


liſten to ſuch a charm—And lives my Heartly !— 
Heartly, the ſavage tyger would have torn me from 


you. Eliza here! then Iam bleſt indeed Oh! 
my friend—my Heartly—ſce how changed—ſunk, 
Eliza, are thoſe eyes, and faint that tongue which 
uſed to charm all hearts. [throws herſelf on Heartly' $ 
bed in ſpeechleſs agony. 

| HearTLy. Weep not, Amelia, it's the will of 
that ſupreme Being, from whoſe decrees there can 
- -be no appeal—the ſtern hand of death lies heavy 
on me; yet would I "ſtruggle with the unwelcome 
ſummons a little while It's too late, exhauſted 
nature feels her ſcanty powers. 4:28 


— 


Enter Humanicus with ſome Refreſhments. 


Humax1cus. Come, Sir, a little nouriſhment, and 
the pleaſure of your friends, may yet revive you. | 
ExIZA. Captain Heartly, try a little wine, it 
will relieve your fainting ſpirits. | 

HearTLy. Dear Madam, forbear your good- 
neſs, my clammed tongue cleaves to its roof: 
aſſiſtance comes too late, my famiſh'd ſoul too long 
wanted food——but Oh, kind heaven! if ever truth 
and innocence deſerve thy care, protect my 
dear Amelia, and my children; nor let the ſuffer- 
ings I have juſtly merited, fall on their unoffending 
Heads. | 


1 
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© AMELIA. Heartly, will you not live to bleſs 
your poor Amelia ? | 
Human. Try, Sir, to take ſome ſmall refreſh- 
ment; I will myſelf go to your plaintiff, and win 
him here: the fight of ſo much innacence and 
beauty, will ſurely plead; * if I can be the 
miniſter of joy. Exit. 
 AMELIA. Sure providence has ſent this wor- 
thy man to ſave us, and we ſhall ſtill be happy. 
HearrTLy. (fainting) Trueman—a little water. 
Tzu. Maſter, my honoured Sir, revive and 
bleſs your faithful ſervant; have we for this then 
borne the ſultry heat, and winters cold, chaſing 


the flying foe from field to field, weary and famiſh- 


Ing have we renew'd the charge, and is a priſon 
our reward! Vngrateful country. 
HearrT. Tebeman forbear ; our country 1s not 
in fault; to that are due our lives and fortunes, 
nor are we to blame, but that an ill placed 
confidence in man, too baſe to do a generous act : 
I grieve not that I fought, but that I indulged my 
ride to ſoar beyond my purſe: a ſoldier's tent and 
table ſhould be a ſoldier's ambition, nor ſuffer 
_ eaſtern. pomp to deck our fields, I had not then 
have met this ſad diſgrace. 
CuARLES. Father, ſtrive to live; I will with fiſter 
Harriot, kneel to grandpapa ; he loves us, and he's 
rich, I'll pray him to pay your debts, then 
we ſhall be happy, and when 1 am a man, I'll 


fight too. 


HrARr. 
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HART. My lovely boy! it will not be: but 
could I live, your grandfather would never be. 
appeaſed ; I robbed him of your mother, for which 
Ke'll not forgive me; her fortune was above my 
Ropes, my affection beyond my prudence: gaining 
Ber, I thought of no other paſſion ; therefore your 

Fuit would be in vain, but to you he'li not refuſe 
protection; and when a man, remember your King 
and Country demands your ſword: but Charles, 
if fortune denies the means of ſhining in all the 
elegance of rival officers, act not as I have done; 
for every thing but honour and true courage, is 
ſuperfluous to a ſoldier's name; pledge not your 
pay to money lenders, thoſe peſts to all ſociety, and 
by which, I fear you will be too early deprived of 
a parent's protection. My ſpirits fink, I would 
reſt awhile. Lk. e 


It: 


* 
1 a we 


A End of the Firſt Ads. 
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ACT 


SCENE, A Pork; in Teaſwell's Houſe. - 


Enter Humanicus and Servant. 


| HUMAN. Is Mr. Teaſewell at home? 
Serv. Yes, Sir, ſhall I inform him who waits? 
- Huwav. Humanicus. [Exit Servant. 


Enter Teaſewell 


Tas. Your ſervant Sir, pray be ſeated- 
To what may I owe the honour of this viſit ? 
Human. To the' cauſe of humanity: I come 
from Captain Heartly, a priſoner at your ſuit. 
Tas. Well, Sir what propoſals has he to 
make? | 
Human. His W Iam unacquainted with, 
but am myſelf keeper of the priſon, and wiſh you 
much to ſee him, that you may releaſe him. 
| Txzas. Releaſe him—why I have no objection, - 
if he pay debt and coſts—for you know, Mr. Hu- 
manicus, I have nothing to do with any thing 
leſs; principai and intereſt, Mr. Humanicus. 
Human. Well Sir, come with me, I hope you 
will be ſatisfied. 
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Tas. I'll go at your requeſt, but know nat 


to what purpoſe. 
[Exit Humanicus and Teaſewell, 


IITG Heartly diſtovered fainting in Amelia's arms, 
Eliza ſupporting ber; Trueman with a Child on 
each knee, 


Enter Humanicus and Teaſewell. 
| Human. See FE Sir, can you behold theſe | 
objects and refuſe relief? Oh! Mr. Teaſewell, 
mercy 1s the divine attribute of heaven, nor can 
you aſk it at the throne of grace, if you withhold it 
here: I have been too much accuſtomed to ſights 
of ſorrow, but never did I feel for one like this 
a brave man bending under every vpe that penury 
and wretchedneſs can heap—a lovely wife and un- 
offending offspring, Teaſewell forgive the debt. 
Tzas. Forgive the debt! and fo by acts of 
mercy, come here myſelf; give me my principa 
and intereſt, and his diſcharge you ſhall command; 
but without that, in juſtice to myſelf, I will not doi it; 
for though 1 were poſſeſſed of all the virtues you afk, 
and as many more as would fill up the catalogue of 
cardinal ones, had I not money in my purſe, I 
might ES lie \ where that reg coated fool qges 


now. 
Ane, | 
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| AveLia. (comes forward, and kncels) Are you 
my huſband's plaintiff? 
Tras. Yes, Madam. (a pretty woman! Aſide.) 


- AmzL1a, If ever ſoft humanity ever touched 
Your breaſt, if ever the tender tye of wife or child ; 


linked you to life or comfort—pity us 


Er1za. (Comes forward with the Children, who- 


kneel) Good Sir, to aſk your own is all mens right; 
but where it cannot be had, where is the benefit 


you would expect, or where the hopes-of pay 


ment? by throwing this unhappy man into priſon, 
you rob ſociety of a uſeful member, and his family 
of their ſupport, depriving yourſelf of the moſt 
diſtant hope of payment, or reſtitution; , ſurely 
this is inhuman and impolitic: give, Oh Mr. 


Teaſewell! give Captain Heartly his diſchargel . 
reſtore him to the world, and bleſs his ane 


family. 


to fotego my purpoſe: but why ſhould I, becauſe 
he's a man give him his liberty? is not revenge 
a glorious pleaſure ? ? he had my money, for which 
I keep his body in durance; to me, of equal ſatisfac- 


tion; I care not, I have enough, but if! am not [ny 


ST HAY 


I will have ſomething, 


Au ELIA. Did you ſay 0 have meh 


Alas! what can you aſk? he has it not; but if ſold 


into perpetual bondage can give my huſband free- 
dom, moſt chearfully would I accept the terms, 


totrid 


nor weep, though finking under my hard taſk ; the 


Teas. . I've heard you, and confeſs beauty 
like your's with ſuch perſuaſion, might tempt me 
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torrid zone for me wauld. have no * were but 
my Heartly ſafe. _ 
 Ezas. Forbid it, . that Jovelineſs 
like yours ſhould. feel. a chain but Thoſe that love 
has forged; you can by. caſier terms releaſe him. 
AMELIA, Bleſſed ſound! and * you then 
relent? 
Trask. If you end he's free. | 
Anza. Oh! Mr. Teaſewell, worde want 
their power of utterance, but name the terms. 
Task. They are in your power. | 
-AmzL1a. Quick, name them while my Heartly 


lives! © 


Tas. It's in your power. 

, AMELIA. Be ſpeedy in your demand-—I am on 
the rack of hope— 5 
| Trasr, Madam-——pardon my bold cls | 
beauty like yours will plead the preſumption—— 
make me happy, and your huſband's freedom then 
command. : 
AMEL1A, Monſte aſſaſſi lan away! * 


e 1. | [turns from him. 


S4. Pretty romantic bender! but I will 
hays you yet, (going 10 Heartly) Heartly, you know 
you are my priſoner, and ſuch muſt be during my 


| Peaſueem——lsliberty worth notice? 


: Heart. Why, Teaſewell, do you aſk, en 

whofe flinty breaſt e had never dropped. 

her [ milk. ' © Tg 23 

1 Becauſe Fl give i it you. 4 
199) "HEART. 


*. 
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HART. And 1 for it would thank you, rhough 
now of little uſe. 

Tzass. Heartly, ſix hundred — is money: 
that ſum you had of me, to furniſh what you called 
camp equipage——1I am not paid, and now am 
aſked humanely to give you a diſcharge, and ſo 

_ truſt to honour—a poor ſreuritys I will ths ſome- 
thing elfe. 

Hax Tr. What can you. aſk of ſuch diſtreſs | 
which now furrounds you? 

Task. Heartly, your wife is handſome; bring 
her to reaſon, and I am your friend. 3 

HART. Teaſewell, you are a villain! my date 
of life is ſhort: but could it be prolonged unto a 
thouſand years, and every day a ſunſhine of bright 
fortune, I would not gain it by Amelia's loſs. 

Tras. Thou fool, I've done; keeper, guard this 


man of honour, for he ne'er comes out. [Exit 


Human. 1 fear, without your will, he muſt 8⁰ 
out too ſoon. 


Enter Bene volus. 


Ben. Where's one Trueman to be found? _ 
Hoax. There, Sir, dag the laſt office to a 
dying man. eck 

Ben. Trueman, though ry for the ale, 1 
am glad to ſee: you know the duty of a chriſtian, 
and I come to try your fortitude ; your 1 and 


e. are ill. 
"Cav 
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Tux. Oh God! thou great diſpoſer of all 


human events, what more affliction wi ll you heap 


an this devoted head? Oh! load me not with more 


than I can bear, for now the meaſure of my woes 


are full: and muſ} I loſe my Sally? ſhe who's brav'd 


the fiery cannon's mounth to bring a little water 
to her Trueman, and muſt I be denied a ſad—a 
laſt farewell? my child too, the deareſt pledge of 
unfeigned affection: Oh! cruel bondage—— Oh! 
Benevolus Oh! my honoured maſter. 
1, [Strikes is forehead. 


Bev. Ceaſe, or 1 ſball find myſelf no more 2 


man I've brought your diſcharge, and will 
pay your fees, and ſorry I am I ever arreſted you; 
which I ſhould not have done, had not one of 


your own. friends perſuaded me you had money, 


Vin d to my lawyer's advice; but what T've done! now 
repent :—but come, my honeſt fellow, I am con- 
vinced I was wrong, and will make you what 
reſtitution T can, your wife nor child wants for 
nothing, nor ſhall while I have a joint of meat in 
my ſhop. nr 7 0 
Txur. Benevohus, 1 would thank you but 
Bex. I tell you, Trueman, I want them not, your 


forgiveneſs will ſeal my peace; the debt I never will _ 


demand, and that is but a poor compenſation tor 
liberty deprived: but Trueman Who is that 
gentleman, can I aſſiſt him, 1 have ſome money 
earned by hard labour, and it never ſhall be withheld 
when a worthy fellow wants it. yy 
Tur. And worthy he is indeed, Benevolus— 


I have fought under that man, and never was there 


« 


But Oh! 


ſo brightly ſhone. 
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4 nobler officer: his ſoldiers were his brothers, and 
his pride to protect and cheer them in the hour of 


ſevere duty, to ſhare their hardſhips, leſſen ther 


fatigue, and lead them on to deathleſs fame, 
was all his glory: alas! how chang'd is now that 
noble man under whoſe brandiſh'd ſword, the toc 
has trembling ſhrunk. 

Bex. I've heard enough Come Sir, cheer 
your drooping ſpirits, if honeſt Ben can ſerve you, 
why he will. 

HzarT. I thank you Sir 
—gratefully 


and would moſt 
accept your generous offer 
the celeſtial regions open to my view 
I am faint——Amelia——farewell—grieve 
not Al go a little before you——my fleeting ſoul 
will wait your bleſt arrival to thoſe ſerene abodes 
where ſorrow is unknown——Charles——Harriot 
love our [Dies. 


Tux. He's gone! the worthieſt ſoul that ever 


faced a foe. 


AMELIA. (di Hraltinghy) Heartly, ſpeak 
What not a word for your Amelia! and are you 


gone, unkind one! who now ſhall protect your poor 


wife and children? who, now will lift their hand 
to fave them? cloſed are thoſe eyes which once 
Oh! ſavage laws that laid 


my Heartly low, and is inſolvency ſo great a crime 
that man muft die, becauſe he is in debt? the 
common thief ſhall have a tryal, and be perchance 
acquitted ; but this my Heartly was denied, and 
unfriended he fell a ſacrifice to impolitic law.— 


Oh! in thou firſt of famed and happy Nations, 
| u hoſe 


| all 
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moe grand bulwark is commerce, and con- 
fidential faith; under whoſe banner Turks have 
met protection, and your own ſubjects you 


doom to wander pitileſs on foreig n ſhores, or die 
within a loathſome priſon becauſe he is in debt 
Oh! there's no faith or mercy in this world 
Heartly ſpeak——my children — will no one 
comfort me? 


| I would give, I want myſelf, but heaven will provide 
a balm: I grieve my honoured father's death, but 
it's the will of him who made us, and to his fixed 


degrees you have often faid we muſt ſubmit.—— 


Charles, ſpeak to our mother now our only pa- 
rent. wee ps. 
CnaAR. (as i, choaked with grief ) Siſter. 
cannot ſpeak——my heart's too full but when 
I grow up I'll be unto my mother a protector, 
to you a father till then God won t deſert us. 


Mother: 


AuLIA. My pretty infants — now my only 


Oh! there he lies, that ſhould protect us 


CATC 


meaſures not our virtues by our woes. 
[throws herſelf on Heartly's body: 


Human. - Madam retire, I pray, and think how 


much your God demands ſubmiſſion to his will: 
he will not aſk in vain, and fortitude to bear your 
heavy loſs is now your duty; I would I could fay 


more to calm your mind, but- want the power of 


utterance : full twenty years have I Leen a weeping 
witneſs 


Har: Mamma, what can we do, the comfort 


unkind one to leave us in a bad world that 


| | 
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witneſs to many ſorrows, and grieved to find relief 


beyond my reach. 

Ben. Trueman, what can I do for this ſad ſuf- 
fering family? (10 Eliza) Madam, I've no fine words, 
but honeſt Ben will not refuſe his purſe, and if ten 
guineas can aſſiſt the poor afflicted lady why it's 
at her ſervice. I [gives money io Eliza. 

 Er1iza. Thou good old man! for thee the heavens 
a bleſſing has in ſtore; virtue like thine cannot go 
unrewarded, and ſuch poor thanks as I can give, I 


pray receive. ¶ during this ſpeech, Amelia continues on 
the body, on each ſide a child kneeling, Trueman weeping. 


Ben, My ſervice wants them not. 
| Human. What can I do to cloſe this ſcene of 


| woe. (to Amelia) Riſe Madam, and leave this place 


of ſorrow, I will myſelf attend your huſband's corſe; 


nor ſhall his EY want a monument within this 
breaſt. 


Would credits their proper intereſt know, 
We ſhould not often weep theſe ſcenes of woe. 


Curtain Drops. 


